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You're Ruining My Life 


He was determined to go down there tonight and put an end to all of this. For weeks, months even, Stone felt 
distracted, bewildered, and frustrated by his friend. The friend that liked to flirt with him, kiss him, fool around 
with him. And while it appeared that Jerry could do those things and not think twice, they left Stone dazed and 


confused. 


It was right before Christmas. Stone thought of it as a Christmas gift to himself. He was going to set himself 
free. No longer find himself drifting off, thinking about the way Jerry's lips felt against his, the way Jerry's 
hands touched him, the way Jerry's eyes positively sparkled when they looked at him. He owed it to himself, 
Stone thought, to stand up to Jerry once and for all and not allow the blonde to bewitch him anymore. 
Because, surely, there was no point to it all. It was just mindless fun to Jerry. There was no way he was 
serious about Stone. So he was protecting himself from eventual heartache. 


The eventual heartache of realizing too late that he had feelings for Jerry. Stone shook his head as if 
banishing the thought. No, he reasoned as he stood in the back of the Moore Theatre, nursing a beer and a 
cigarette, watching Jerry on stage. He wasn't in love. Not yet. But Stone knew he was pretty close as he 
watched his half-naked, sweaty friend up on stage, whipping his hair around as he ripped through a face- 


melting guitar solo. 


As Stone took a long pull on his beer, hoping to ingest some liquid courage, Jerry stepped up to the mic and 
smirked as he struggled to raise the mic stand. Instead of watching him, however, Stone's eyes settled on the 
screaming throng of fans below Jerry. They raised their hands to him, clamoring for his attention as he stood 
above them. He could pick any one of them, Stone thought, man or woman, and they'd follow him straight into 
hell if he so chose. 


Because that's what Stone had done. Almost. He'd caught himself just in time. 


At the end of the night, Stone wobbled and weaved his way through the crowd as they made for the doors 
and he made for the backstage area. He made it through the door and had to pause to collect himself. He 
drank enough to feel invincible but too much to be able to walk a straight line. As he pushed off the wall and 
continued down the hall, Jerry stepped out of a room, pulling his damp hair back into a ponytail. He practically 
mowed Stone down. Stone lifted his hands to catch Jerry. They landed on his chest. 


"Hey!" 


"Whoa!" Jerry nearly shouted, bringing his hands down from his hair to Stone's shoulders. He immediately pulled 
him into a hug. "I didn't know you were coming down! Oh, my god! l'm so happy to see you!" 


Stone resisted, pushing Jerry away, trying to squirm out of the embrace. "Jerry. Jer „Jer Stop!" 
Jerry pulled back and stared at Stone with a confused expression. "What's wrong?" 


It was now or never, Stone thought. He inhaled and raised his eyes to Jerry's, which, of course, danced in 


merriment despite the frown on his lips. "You're ruining my life!" 
"Huh?" 


With a sigh of frustration, he grabbed Jerry's arm and dragged him clear down the hall and outside at the 
back of the theater. He still held the blonde's wrist as he launched into his well-practiced speech. "You're 
ruining my life because all | think about is kissing you! | can't get you out of my fucking mind. | think about 
your mouth and your hands and your .." Stone glanced down Jerry's torso. "Your body. And | know you don't 
think about me that way and I'm so ..so fucking close that if | don't end it now, something bad will happen" He 
panted from the effort it took to get all of that out in one breath. He let Jerry go with a little shove and then 
turned around, trying to collect himself. 


The chilly night air finally caught Stone and he shuddered, waiting for a sign of movement behind him. If he had 
to tell the truth, there was part of him that wanted Jerry to call his bluff. It started as a pinch in his gut 
and grew and grew until Stone turned around, mouth open, ready to launch into another speech. What he found 


made Stone catch his breath. 


Jerry stood there, hugging his arms around his bare chest. His head was lowered, hair falling over his face as 


he shook. 

"Jerry .." Stone sighed as he stepped up and wrapped his arms around his friend. 

"Did you mean all of that?" Jerry mumbled as he rested his chin on Stone's shoulder. 

"Yeah." 

Stone found himself pushed up against the building. Jerry's hands were inside of his jacket, reaching around to 
his lower back while his mouth had seized Stone's in a deep, rough kiss. His arms went around Jerry's neck and, 
for just a moment, he returned the kiss. It took every ounce of willpower he had to finally turn his head to 
the side. Stone whined as he brought his hands to Jerry's shoulders and pushed him back. 

"Nol" He grunted. "No, Jerry." 

"Stone, please. |." 

He wriggled out from between the wall and Jerry, but paused when Jerry spoke. Stone waited, knowing that if 
he heard the right thing, he'd fall into his friend's arms and his fate would be sealed. Whether Jerry realized 


that, too, Stone would never know. 


‘I'm sorry. You're right" Jerry said in a quiet voice and then walked away from him. 


The Next Step 


Christmas morning found Stone sitting in the window of his room in the attic of his parents' home. It hardly 
ever snowed in Seattle, but somehow, someone had seen to it that they got a white Christmas. There was a 
blanket of snow covering the ground and it still fell. It was slow, soft, and silent. Stone sat with his knees pulled 
up to his chest and his arms wrapped around his legs. He rested his chin on a knee and watched, picking out a 


flake and trying to follow it all the way to the ground. 


It was supposed to set him free. It was supposed to afford him clarity and relief, the ability to think about 
something other than Jerry. Now, all he could think about was Jerry. Stone couldn't get the image of the 
blonde standing there, hugging himself, out of his head. He still felt the odd, physical sensation of something 


being ripped away from him when Jerry walked away. It was that sharp, stinging pain of ripping a band-aid off, 
only Stone felt it with his entire body. 


With a sigh, he closed his eyes and lifted his head, leaning back against the wall. It was the right thing to do, he 
told himself. This will only last a little while. He'll eventually get over it. It hurts right now because it's fresh. 
But, in the end, it's the right thing to do. They would never work. Hell, Stone thought, Jerry probably doesn't 
want it to work, not like that, anyway. To Jerry, Stone was just a friend to fool around with. 


Stone groaned and gently bumped his head against the wall. A friend. They were still friends, right? Of course, 
he wanted to remain friends. They still had all the same friends. They'd have to see each other again, 


eventually. Stone could only hide away in his attic for so long. 


Downstairs, his parents gave each other concerned glances over their coffee. Stone quietly poured himself a 


cup and swiped a finger through the melty icing of a warm cinnamon roll. 


"You better take that cinnamon roll, young man" His mother told him in a playful tone. "Merry Christmas, 
Stone." 


"Merry Christmas." He muttered before he took a big bite of the roll. "Going back upstairs." 

"Your sister is bringing that niece of yours over at rine." 

"Okay." 

His mother started to say something else when his father put his hand on hers and gently shook his head. 
Stone was still in his sweats and bathrobe when he was summoned back downstairs to watch his niece open 
presents under the tree. The baby was adorable and even made Stone laughed a couple times, especially when 


she toddled over and brought him a ribbon bow. Stone stuck it on top of his head and made googly faces at 
the baby. But the second she turned, Stone's frown came back. 


They bundled up the baby and took her outside in the backyard to play in the snow. Stone begged off, choosing 
instead to mope around the kitchen, making himself a cup of tea, which went forgotten about as he stood at 
the counter, getting lost in his thoughts again. 


Late in the afternoon, after a big turkey dinner that Stone sat and ignored, pushing his mashed potatoes 
around the plate, he was back upstairs, curled up in his bed. Behind his closed eyes, he was with Jerry. Just a 
couple weeks ago, he snuck Jerry into the attic and they smoked a joint together before fooling around. 


They lay on his bed, making out. Jerry's hands moved over Stone's body, easily finding all the spots that made 
Stone shiver and moan. It scared Stone that he had found it so easy to give himself over to Jerry, to put 
every part of him in the blonde's hands. Almost every part. He had tried desperately to maintain his heart. 


But he failed and he knew that now. It was too late. He had fallen in love with Jerry. And it wasn't the fact 
that he fooled himself that was upsetting Stone. It was the way he hurt Jerry. The memory of Jerry cuddling 
with him on his bed coupled with the memory of the way the blonde stood there in the cold, hugging himself 
was too much for Stone to bear. He tried to swallow down the lump forming in his throat and squeezes his 


eyes closed. 

Thump. Thump. Stone squeezed his eyes tighter, pushing his face into his pillow. There it was again. Another 
soft thump. They must be outside again with the kid, now throwing snowballs. Stone frowned and turned around 
to face the wall, curling up in a ball. 

Now, three more thumps right against the window. 

With a sigh, Stone swiftly turned over and got out of bed. He stormed over to the window, about to throw it 
up and scream at his family to leave him alone. But what he found made him gasp. He pressed a hand to the 
window and couldn't stop the smile that touched his lips. 


Down below, standing in the snow, was Jerry. He wore a heavy black coat, a red scarf, and a red Santa hat. In 


his raised hand, ready to launch was another snowball. 

Stone laughed, despite himself, and he held up a finger, telling Jerry to wait. He flew down the two flights of 
stairs and through the house, out the back door. He ran through the snow in his socked feet and then threw 
himself at Jerry, who caught him in his arms. For a moment, they merely held each other. 

Stone's father gently pulled his mother away from the window. 

"What are you doing here?" asked Stone when he finally pulled away. 


Jerry started to lead him toward the house. "You have no shoes on. Can we go inside?" 


"Oh. Yeah." 


Inside, they went directly to the attic where Stone took off his wet socks and put dry ones on. Jerry took off 
his coat but left his scarf and hat on He stood, watching Stone. 


"What are you doing here?" Stone asked again as he sat down on the bed 
"Wanted to wish you a Merry Christmas” 

"You could have called to do that" 

"Yeah, | know! 

Stone patted the bed next to him. “lim glad you decided to come over: 
Jerry sat down beside him. "Ive been thinking a lot about what you said" 
TE 


"Um, you said you were so close and you had to end it before something bad happened." He looked at Stone. 
"Close to what?" 


He studied Jerry's blue eyes closely. That twinkling merriment was gone. Now, Stone saw sadness and concern. 
He took Jerry's hand and held it in both of his. "I'm so close to falling in love with you. | mean, who am | 
kidding? l'm not close. | am. Jerry, | love you and that terrifies me." 


Don't Say You Love Me 


Jerry stared at his hand between Stone's. His brow knotted as he licked his lips and swallowed. "Don't say that," 


He whispered, pulling his hand free. "Don't say you love me." 


Stone froze. His worst nightmare was happening. The nightmare that he attempted to avoid was happening to 


him. "I know. I'm sorry," He mumbled. 
Jerry stood up. "Why are you sorry?" He blurted out, scowling down at Stone. 


Quickly, Stone glanced up and then back down at the floor. "Because ..| didn't .| know you don't want me to. | 
know that's not what was happening here." his eyes darted over his shoulder, at the bed behind him. 


Jerry's scowl stayed in place as he folded his arms across his chest. "| don't know what was happening. | just 
know . just liked being with you. It was fun" 


"Fooling around" 
"| guess." 


Stone nodded and picked up Jerry's coat. "Thats why | can't do it anymore." He held it out. "You should 
probably go." 


The blonde pulled the hangdog look again, but he took his coat from Stone. "Why do | have to go?" 


Stone sighed. Even though it killed him, he wasn't going to give in this time. He couldn't sacrifice his heart just 
to keep Jerry from pouting. "You have to leave because if you stay, it will hurt” 


"Even if | stay as your friend? | thought we were friends." 
"Jer, we are friends, but this is going to take some time, okay?" 
"That's bullshit for ‘no, we're not.” 


"It is not" 


"You know, this is fucked up, Stone. You're the one in love with me, but I'm the one begging you to let me 
stay?" Jerry grumbled as he put his coat on. 


"That's a shitty thing to say," Stone mumbled, trying to keep from letting on that Jerry's words really stung. "l 
told you why." 


"Yeah. Whatever. Why's it gonna hurt just to be around me now?" 
"Because," Stone raised his voice. "Because you - " 

"Because | what?" 

Stone's eyes stung as he desperately fought back tears. 

"Oh, fucking forget it" Jerry turned to leave. 


"Because | love you and you don't love me back!" He shouted at Jerry's back and then broke down, covering his 


face with his hands. 

"Don't say that," Jerry hissed through clenched teeth before he yanked the door open and ran down the steps. 
Quietly, mechanically, Stone stood up and looked out the window, down at the yard. He wiped his eyes and 
almost smiled when Jerry paused at the gate and turned to look back. Stone was pretty certain he saw Jerry 


swipe at his nose. He wondered for a second if Jerry was crying. 


Stone's mother brought him a cup of tea. She found him sitting in his window seat, staring down at the snowy 


yard where Jerry's footprints served as equal parts blessing and torment 

"Sweetheart," She began 

"No, thanks,” Stone murmured as he stared 

"Its been four days. You could call him," She gently pressed 

"Call who?" His attempt to lie to his mother was feeble and he knew it 

"You know who, dear.” She tried to tuck a lock of his greasy hair behind his ear. 

Stone frowned and moved away from her touch. "I don't know what you're talking about" 


His mother took a deep breath. "Fine. Jeff called today. Three times. And four times yesterday. Stone, you've 


been hiding up here ever since Christmas day. l'm worried." 
At that, he softened a bit. "I'm fine, Mom. | am. l'm just not ready to, um, to see - " 


She gave her son a knowing smile. "Anyone. | understand." 


"Thanks. And I'll call Jeff so he stops harassing you." 


"Not a bother, dear. | like all of your friends." 
"There's a New Year's Eve party on the island," Jeff told him. He sounded excited. 


So Stone took an odd delight in being a jerk to him. "Which island is that? There's quite a few of them, you 
know. Let's see, Whidbey, Vashon, Mercer, Camano, Bainbridge. Stop me when | get it” 


"Quit being a dick. What the fuck's wrong with you, anyway?" 


"Who said anything was wrong? l'm always a dick" And under his breath, Stone added, "At least, according to 
you." 


Jeff sighed. "Pick a fight with someone your own size. I'll pick you up at nine on New Year's Eve." 

‘I'm busy." 

"Doing what?" 

"Your mom." 

The line went dead. 

He knew that if the party was on Bainbridge, it was probably at Andy's brother's house. And Andy's brother 
didn't really know Jerry. So, by his calculations, Stone decided there was only a slim chance of the blonde 
turning up. And even though he swore to himself that he did not want to see Jerry, Stone wondered why he 
was being so meticulous in getting ready. The extra long shower, brushing his hair out, picking out just the 
right sweater (the olive green turtleneck people say brought out the green in his eyes). He was suddenly 
aware of his foolish behavior and the knots in his stomach. 

There was a fatal flaw in all of this. Stone realized it five minutes into the ferry ride to the island He was 
Jeff's prisoner. The ferry was the only way on and off the island and now, he was stuck in Jeff's car, 
shivering, as the ferry chugged across the Sound and Jeff went on and on about anything and everything. 
"Shut up," Stone grumbled so low that Jeff didn't hear him. "Oh, my god, Jeff. Shut the fuck up!" 

"Dude, what the fuck is your problem?" Jeff glared at him. 

"Nothing. Nothing. Sorry. You just lim just not in the mood." 


"Are you ever?" Jeff rolled his eyes. "So fucking moody.” 


Stone opened his mouth, ready to fire back, when something caught his eye. Someone got out of a car up 


ahead of them and all Stone saw was a flash of blonde hair whipping in the breeze. 


Doing The Dance 


He held his breath as he watched and waited. Jeff was still talking, but Stone had effectively tuned him out. 


The person attached to the blonde hair returned to their car and Stone was able to see that it was a girl, not 
Jerry at all. She laughed at something her presumed boyfriend said and then got back into the car. 


"people been saying the two of you are a thing.’ 


Stone had to drag his eyes off the girl getting in the car. "Wait, what?" He turned and looked at Jeff, eyebrows 
knitting together. 


"You and Cantrell." 


"What are you talking about? What do you mean? Who said we were a thing?" His voice raised an octave with 


each question until he caught himself and forced his mouth to close. 

"ls it true?" Jeff studied his face. 

Stone scoffed. "No. No! Hell, no. Definitely not" He was doing it again 

Jeff merely looked at him. 

"Jeff, we're not!" 

| mean its totally cool if you are." 

"| said we're not!" 

"People said they saw you guys a couple weeks ago after the show at the Moore." 
"So? Doesn't mean we're a thing. In fact, | told him that night | didn't want to see him anymore." 
"Is that why you've been so grumpy?" 

| have not!" 

Jeff looked at him again. 

"Okay, yeah. So?" 


"So nothing. No big deal. You can talk about it, though, instead of being a dick" 


"There's nothing to talk about." 
"Fine." 
"Fine." 


There was a bonfire on the beach as well as music blaring from a radio. Inside, there was a fridge full of beer 
and food in the kitchen at Andy's brother's. It was crowded. The living room, dining room, hallway, and kitchen 
were full of people talking and laughing and dancing. Everybody -almost everybody- Stone knew was there as 
well as several faces he didn't recognize. He managed to weave his way to the fridge to grab a beer and then 


moved into the corner of the kitchen, near the food. 


After a couple more trips to the fridge, Stone decided to get some air. He wandered down to the beach and 
sat down on a log close to the fire. Scowling in disdain at the couple swallowing each other's faces on the other 
side of the fire, Stone took out a pipe and a bag of pot from his coat pocket. He packed the bowl and lit it and 
took a long, deep hit. Stone gazed out over the water, back at the city's twinkling skyline, as he exhaled. He 
could feel himself starting to relax. As he took another hit and blew out the smoke, his eyes settled on the 
couple again. He watched them and his fuzzy, hazy mind turned to thoughts and memories of Jerry and the 
kisses he shared with him. 


Stone decided he didn't want to be sitting there, watching that, anymore. He stood up and ambled back toward 
the house. As he stepped inside, people started yelling, counting down. It was midnight, he realized. As he turned 
a corner into the kitchen, the countdown ended and everybody yelled, "Happy New Year!" 


Listlessly mumbling, Stone joined in as he opened the fridge. He reached for a bottle on the door when 
something caught his eye. Out in the hallway, a pair of blue eyes were staring at him. Stone froze and he was 
sure his heart stopped. As he recovered and even started to smile, a short brown-haired girl wrapped her 


arms around Jerry's neck and pulled him into a long, deep kiss. 


The bottle in Stone's hand slipped and fell to the floor with a crash, breaking and spilling beer all over. He 
turned quickly and pushed his way through the crowd. His breath became short as he clutched his chest, 
panting as he finally reached the front door and stumbled down the steps only to find Jeff's car boxed in by 


several others in the driveway and parked along the street. 
"| knew it" He grumbled to himself. "I fucking knew it!" Stone erupted in anger as he kicked one of Jeff's tires. 


He pulled his coat tighter around himself and started to walk the two miles back to the ferry station. Stone 
packed another bowl if only to try to keep warm. The wind whipped at his hair and stung his face, but the pot 
slowly dulled that pain It did nothing to dull the ache in his heart, however. At least now he knew he'd been 
right to break it off. Stone reasoned with his befuddled mind. Part of the cause of his sorrow was the 
mystery, the second-guessing, feeling like maybe he'd made a mistake. But at least now he knew. He was right. 
He protected himself from Jerry like he knew all along that he should. 


By the time he reached the station, he was chilled to the bone and more than a little annoyed that he just 
missed the ferry. The next one would be twenty more minutes. But the station was warm and there was a 
coffee vending machine. Stone dug a quarter from his pocket and hit the button for a plain black coffee. As 
the aroma hit his nose, he realized he was hungry, too. Stone picked up the cup and was about to turn to the 


snack machine when the door opened and someone called his name. 


Stone's hands shook as he jumped in surprise, spilling the coffee. "Fuck! Shit!" He yelped, switching the cup from 
hand to hand as he tried to shake the coffee off of them. 


"Shit! Shit! l'm sorry!" Jerry rushed toward him. 

"What the hell are you doing?" Stone growled at him. 

"You left the party." 

"No shit!" 

"But why? Because of me?" 

He gave Jerry a sharp look of warning. "Go back to the party, Jerry." 
"lim not walking back there. | want to be with you, anyway." 

"Well, you cant" 

"This is bullshit, Stone." 


"What's bullshit is you fucking stringing me along,’ Stone hissed as he dug into his pocket for more change and 
pulled out a bill. "Fuck! All | have is a ten" 


Jerry saw his chance. He pulled some coins from his pocket. "What do you want?" 


"Nothing," Stone muttered and started to walk away. 


No More Running 


Stone was glad that Jerry didn't follow him. The station was just about empty, thankfully, and they would 
probably be the only two people on the ferry. He sat down in the terminal area close to the door that led out 
to the dock. 


A few moments later, Jerry sat down beside him, arms full of snacks. He offered Stone a grin as he held out 


a bag of Doritos. Stone glared at the blonde for a moment before snatching the bag from him. 

For once, Jerry didn't try to say anything, which Stone appreciated. He merely sat beside Stone and quietly 
opened a bag of MéMs. Jerry poured them all into the palm of his hand and started to separate them into 
small piles. 

"What the hell are you doing?" 

Jerry curled his fingers into a fist, hiding the M€Ms. "Nothing." 

"You were sorting them." 

"No, | wasn't" 

"Yes, you were!" Stone giggled. "You were sorting them by color!" He laughed louder. 

"Why is that so funny? Lots of people do it 


Stone giggled so hard, his eyes watered. “Holy shit. | don't know. Just seeing you do it is fucking hilarious." 


"It is not," Jerry mumbled. He opened his hand, turning to the side slightly so Stone couldn't see him, and then 
sorted the candy again, glancing at Stone over his shoulder. 


"You do know they all taste the same, right?" 
"Yeah" 

"So why bother?" 

"| just like to, okay?!" 


Stone laughed again. "Fine. Okay." His giggling subsided, but he still watched Jerry, fascinated. He took a Snickers 
bar from Jerry's lap. "I'm still pissed at you," He felt the need to add before ripping open the candy bar. 


"| know." 


‘I'm only eating these because I've got the fucking munchies.” 

"I know." Jerry turned back and look at Stone. "You always get the munchies when you smoke too much." 
Stone inhaled, ready to fire back, to rip into Jerry some more, when he stopped. There was something in the 
blonde's eyes that made Stone realize Jerry was being earnest. He scowled. "How would you know | smoked too 
much? What does that even mean? Smoked ‘too much’. According to who?" 

Jerry grinned and picked out a green MEM. "Apparently not enough to mellow out." 


"Oh, shut up," Stone hissed and chomped down on his Snickers bar, frowning as he chewed. 


On the ferry boat, Stone sat down on the first bench inside the passenger cabin, all the way against the wall 
Jerry silently sat down next to him. 


"If you think for a second that you're coming home with me -" 

"Ill go back to the Music Bank." 

"You're still living there?" 

Jerry nodded. 

"| didn't know that." 

Silence fell between them. They were gently jostled back and forth by the rough waters of the Sound. The 
boats engines hummed, filling up the space between the two men. Stone stole a glance at the side of Jerry's 
face while he blonde stared straight ahead. The bright lights of Seattle grew closer and closer, but Stone 
suddenly found he could barely keep his eyes open. He could feel his eyelids getting heavy and his body leaning 


into Jerry, but he didn't fight it. 


Stone felt something against his cheek and twitched. He heard someone calling his name. When he opened his 
eyes and lifted his head, he saw Jerry's face very close to his. 


"Stoney, wake up." 
"What the fuck?" 
"You fell asleep. That also happens when you smoke too much. We're here." 


He sighed and straightened, rolling his eyes. "Whatever." Stone stood up and started for the exit. 


"I can make sure you get home okay," Jerry offered as he stood and followed. 
"l'Il be fine. | already told you -" 
"I know. I'm just trying to look out for you." 


At that, Stone stopped in the doorway. He turned and glared at Jerry. "I don't need your fucking pity. I'm fine. 


Is that what this is all about? You feel sorry for me or something?" 

The blonde took a step backward and held up both hands. *No. 

"Oh, you're just hoping that maybe l'm so fucking high and pathetic, lII fall info your arms and ask you home 
Not 


"Then, what? What the fuck are you doing to me?" Stone could feel his throat closing and tears forming in the 
corners of his eyes. He turned and ran down the steps and off the boat. 


Stone continued to run while he heard Jerry running after him and calling his name. 

“Stone! Stone, stop! Please stop!" 

Pioneer Square was deserted. Stone could hear people in the various bars around the Square. He heard a band 
playing in the Central down the block. He considered ducking in and getting lost in the crowd in order to avoid 
Jerry. The cold wind whipped at his hair, swirling it around his face as he turned, considering which direction to 
go. As he reached up to push his hair back, Jerry caught him. 

"Why are you running from me?" The blonde panted. 

"Because | don't want to be around you." 


| want to be around you," Jerry replied. 


Stone sighed. "Why? It was no big deal, Jerry. You can fool around with anyone. Like the girl you were making 
out with." He held a hand up, gesturing back toward the ferry dock. "Go back to her." 


"| don't want her. | wasn't making out with her. | don't even know her name." 
"Wow. That's classy." Stone turned to walk away. 
Jerry grabbed his arm and turned him back around. "I want you." 


"You can't have me." 


"Stop being so fucking stubborn!" 
Stone scoffed. "l'm being stubborn?!" 


"Yes! Listen!" 


He rolled his eyes and sighed. "What could you possibly have to say now, Jerry? | mean you've had plenty of 
chances to talk and now, you have something to say? Here? In the middle of the fucking night, in the cold?" 


Jerry pressed his lips together and waited. "Done?" 
Stone sighed. "Forget it. | don't care what you have to say." He pulled free from Jerry's grasp and walked away. 
"Stone, | don't want to lose you! | can't!" 


"For fuck's sake," He muttered as he stopped walking. His shoulders rose and fell as he sighed and tilted his 
head back to look up at the dark sky. As he started to turn around again, Stone was pretty sure he knew what 
he'd find. His tears streamed down his cheeks freely this time as he knew that when he saw Jerry pouting 
again, he'd give in. The cold, lonely night, the frustration and the ache in his body all told him that he was too 
weak to fight anymore. As angry as he was with Jerry for not understanding him, Stone could only ignore his 


instinct to care for Jerry for so long. 


To Stone's surprise, however, Jerry wasn't pulling the pout. He stood with his chin up, giving Stone a level 
stare. When Stone opened his mouth, Jerry stepped up to him and gently touched his index finger to his lip. 


"You've been doing a lot of talking. | want a turn now." Jerry pulled his finger away from Stone's mouth and 
pushed both hands into his coat pockets. "| don't care where we are. | don't care that it's dark and cold here. | 
care about you. | care that | hurt you. | care that you feel something so strong, it hurts just to be near me. 
Stone, | care that | can't tell you what you need to hear, but please believe me when | say that | care about 
what you told me. And when | asked you not to say it, it was only because | don't deserve it" 


He stared at the blonde with his mouth hanging open. 


‘| just want to be near you. I'll try real hard not to hurt you. But you're ruining my life because all | think 
about is kissing you. And | miss it. | really miss it" 


Stone took Jerry's face in both hands and pulled him into a deep kiss. They stood under the pergola with its 
twinkling lights in Pioneer Square, making out. 


He finally pulled back and smiled as he took Jerry's hand. "I think I'd like you to make sure | get home okay, 
after all." 


